LOTH AIR.                               ij3

tjovered with writing materials and books and some music.
A chair before the table was so placed as if some one had
only recently quitted it, a book being open but turned upon
its face with an ivory cutter by its side. It would seem
that the dweller in the chamber might not be far distant.
The servant invited Lothair to be seated, and saying that
Mrs. Campian must be in the garden, proceeded to inform
his mistress of the arrival of a guest.

The room opened on a terrace adorned with statues and
orange trees, and descending gently into a garden in the
Italian style, in the centre of which was a marble fountain
of many figures. The grounds were not extensive, but they
were only separated from the ro}ral park by a wire fence,
so that the scene seemed alike rich and illimitable. On
the boundary was a summerhouse in the shape of a classic
temple, one of those pavilions of pleasure which nobles
loved to raise in the last century.

As Lothair beheld the scene with gratification, the ser-
vant reappeared on the steps of the terrace and invited
him to descend. Guiding him through the garden, the
servant retired as Lothair recognised Mrs. Campian ap-
proaching them.

She gave her hand to Lothair and welcomed him
cordially but with serenity. They mutually exchanged
hopes that their return to town had been agreeable. Lothair
could not refrain from expressing how pleased he was with
Belmont.

' I am glad you approve of our hired home,' said Theo-
dora ; *I think we were fortunate in finding one that suits
our tastes and habits. We love pictures and statues and
trees and flowers, and yet we love our friends, and our
friends are people who live in cities.'

* I think I' saw two statues to-day of which I have often
heard,' said Lothair.
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